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Sleuthing in the Dutch Mountains. 


By the author of “NICHOLAS CARTER.” 


CHAPTER TIT: 

A GHASTLY “FIND: 

“And from that day to this no one has looked 
upon: the face of poor Jacob Marks.” 

_ Two teamsters, sitting in the barroom of a way- 
side tavern in the Dutch mountain district of Penn- 
sylvania, ceased their low conversation as the 

speaker raised his voice above the noise of the room. 
‘One of the teamsters seemed to take only a care- 


less interest in the remark. 


The other was plainly excited almost beyond con- 


trol. 
The cooler man ot the two laid his hand on his 


7 


companion’s arm, as though to pfevent him from 


callino ont. ‘ A 


“Restrain yourself,” he said, “and listen.” 

“Do they think he was murdered?” 

The question came from a member of the little 
group gathered about the first speaker. 

AGS}. 


last seen alive in company with two strange Jewish 


was the almost whispered reply; “he was 


peddlers, and I have heard that officers have been 
looking for those twé men.” 

“Have they been found?” ‘ 
“No; and that’s the strangest part of it. No one 
can tell who they were, or which way they went.” 

The excited teamster reached under the table and 
grasped his companion by the knee. © 

“For Heaven’s sake,” he whispered, “Tet me as ask 
the man a few simple auestions.” 


! 


i 
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“Open your mouth,” said the other, without 
turning his head or seeming to move his lips, “and I 
drop the case right here.” 

Nick Carter’s most intimate friend would not have 
recognized him in the shabby teamster, 

The shabby beard on.his face was the product of 
nature, for he had been in the mountain districts of 
Pennsylvania nearly two weeks, searching for a 
missing man-—for the man whose name the lounger 
at the other end of the barroom had just mentioned. 

His companion was the brother of the man, whose 
trail he had thus far followed so unsticcessfully. 

“And they were near this place when last seen?” 


asked one of the listeners, with a little shiver of fear 


‘as he thought of the mile of lonely road which lay 


between the ruddy lights of the tavern and his own 


home. 
Coe gga 
’ 
mountain road just beyond the turn when neigh- 


was the reply; “they were climbing the 


bor Brown passed them.” 
“Tt’s strange that this never came ont before,” 


‘said one of the little group. 


“Brown never heard until to- day that poor Mar ks 
was missing. .He don’t leave home only about once 
a month,” 

“There was snow on the ground on the eighteenth 
of March, when Marks disappeared,” 
listeners, “and I'd like to know whether there were 
any tracks from the crossroad to the haunted 
house. Has any one been out that way since then?” 
“T haven't, for one,” was the reply, “and, what’s 
more, I don’t propose to go out that way.” 


“Them’s my sentiments,’ said a sullen-lookin 
y g 


giant of a man who sat near the fire with a glass of 


whisky in his hand, “J wouldn't go near the haunted 


house for the best farm in the State.” 


“What's the matter with the haunted house?” 
asked’ Nick. 


‘end of the year.” 


_arising to his feet, with a yawn. 


of the April night. 


said one of the 
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“It's death’ to, go near it,” replied the burly 
farmer, “and that’s matter enough, I think,” 
“You see, stranger,” explained another member 
of the group, “a man was murdered there a few 
years ago, and since then it’s bad luck to go near the 
place,” 

“There are lights in the windows nights when 
there’s not a soul on hand to make ’em,” 


other, 


said an- 
“and whoever sees those lights dies before the ) 


< “Where is this mysterious house?” asked Nick, 
“About a mile beyond that crossroad,” replied 


one of the men, pointing out into the inky darkness 


“It’s a rough place to get at,” said another. 
“There’s no road or path within a rqile of it.” 

“Well,” said Nick, “I guess I won’t try to get to~ 
it to-night.” — 


The two seeming teamsters left the room, and 


Se a ta) ONY es ie eee | 


were in their own apartment in a moment. 

“A clew at last!” ae 

Nick placed the candle on the gia stand as he ) 
spoke, and looked keenly at his companion. 

“T am afraid so,” said the other, sadly. 

The detective stepped to the window, shaded his — 
eyes from the candlelight with his hands, and looked 
out, i | Hs tet 

There were still patches of snow on the ground, 
and the treetops were bending and twisting before a 


eS rE OM ee 


ee 


a 


ety 


strong wind. 
“It’s a rough night,” he said, “but I think wie 

better make the trip to-night,” 

Oo Pe tie haunted house ar 
“Certainly.” 
“Why to-night?” 
Well,” 

of talk about the place now in connection with 


was the reply “there will bea good re "3 
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disappearance of your brother, and the sooner we 
get there the better.” 

- Louis Marks shuddered and buried his face in his 
"hands. 

“TJ am afraid that our search swill end there,” he 
said. “I tremble when I think what we may find.” 

The detective could say nothing to console the 
gtief-stricken man, and so he remained silent. 

“Do you:know,” he said, after atime, “that I have 
an idea that that farmer laid it on pretty strong 
about that house being haunted?” 

“T thought so at the time.” 

“If his sole idea had been to frighten people pvey 
from the place he couldn’t have put it stronger.” 

“Yes, but I fail to see any object in sucha course.” 

“That may appear later on.” 

“Well,” 


haunted house to-night, I may as well go with you.” 


said Louis, “if you are bound to go to the 
“We must slip out unobserved,” said the detect- 
ive. “I don’t want any audience bobbing about 
while I make the search. I presume it will be easy 
enough to drop out of this window.” 
He placed the candle on the floor, and raised the 
sash softly as he spoke: 
“It’s all quiet on this side of the house,” he said, 
after a short ‘inspection of the place, “and the dis- 
tance to the ground is not far enough to make us any 


trouble.” 


_ As Nick lowered the window, a man who had been- 


Standing against the wall of a building only a few 


feet away moved hastily off in the direction of the 


“crossroad, 
But the detective did not see the figure sneaking 
off in the darkness, and so went on making his prep- 


arations for the trip with a smile on his face. 


. “Tf no one knows we are going there,” he said, 


_ “the chances are that the ghosts and the lights in the 


_ windows will not be on exhibition to-night,” 
es ee ae : “ 


at ir ié ub) ™ hy a 


* 


The great clock in the hallway below was striking 
eleven as the two men extinguished their light and 
dropped softly from their window to the snow-coy- 
ered ground below. 

The detective’s dark lantern was alight in an in- 
side pocket, and his revolver was ready for instant 
Uses 54 | 

A short distance from the house they left the 
crossroad, and proceeded across the rugged hills in 


the direction indicated by the man in the barroom. 

It was very dark, and the wind bléw fiercely 
against them, so it was slow work, but at last they 
came to a fence inclosing a field that had evidently 
once been tilled, but which was. now little better 
than a thicket’ of tangled bushes. 

Here they paused for a moment. 

“We have come about the right distance,” said 
Nick, 


the fields surrounding the haunted house. 


“and the probability is that we are in one of 
Do.you’ 
perceive anything ghost-like?” 

By way of answer Louis caught the detective by 
the arm. 

“Look there!” he said, in a trembling voice. 

Straight ahead, and only a few rods away, a light 
flared up in the darkness. s 


_ Surrounding the light were the faint outlines of a 


_window frame, and the crossbars of the sash were 


plainly to be seen. 
“That wasn’t there a moment ago,” said Louis, in 

a husky voice. “I wonder what it means,” 

As he spoke the light died out in a blue flame. 

“It means that some human agency is at work 

said Nick. 


At that instant a green light blazed up where the 


there,” “T mean to find out what it is.” 


blue had been. 


“The fellow, whoever he is,’ said Nick, “has a 


poor idea of contrasts. Green should not follow 


blue in any well-regulated exhibition of fireworks.” 


1 
%. } 
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The light passed from window to window of a 
seemingly large room, and then died out. 

The detective’s companion was trembling like a 
leaf. : ? 

“Tt’s awful,” he said, with a shudder; “I can’t bear 
the sight of it. Why not make the search by the 
light of day?” 

Nick did not answer for a moment, 

“There is some.reason for burning those lights to- 
night,” he said, ina short time. “Do you think any 
one about the tayern could have suspected us, and 
gone on ahead: aie A 

“T don’t know,’ “replied the other, “T can’t think. 


Let us turn back at once.” 
“Not if I know myself,’ was the cool reply.. “I 
did not come out here to investigate ghosts, but Iam 
not going to run away from one, if there is any 
chance for an introduction.” 
As the detective finished speaking, a series of low, 


long-drawn-out groans came from the house. 


Louis seized the detective by the arm and held 


on, as though for protection. 
“That probably ends the performance,’ * said Nick, 
“unless the ghost means fight.” 

The two men stood there in the darkness. for a 
long time, but no more sounds or flashes of light 
came from. the house. 

“Now, then.” said ing dckective.” 
and I'll investigate. I'll go you two to one that the 
ghost is one Afra men who sat there by the takers 
fire.” . 

As he spoke, Nick crept away in'the darkness, and 
soon reached the wall of the house. 

"Here he listened intently for some one but no 


on came from the inside. 


u 


The detective’s next moye was to search for a 
door or some other means of entering. the place. 


Just around the corner he found a door 


way of a rude cattle shed. 


against a patch of snow outside, and then Nick’s | 


‘you remain here, 


-shed almost out of breath. ier in 


running yet.” 


It was closed, but he lifted the old-fashioned latch | 
and stepped quickly back. 
The next moment a gust of wind blew the door) 
open with a bang that seemed to jar the house to its) 
foundation. 
The sound of footsteps and a smothered oath were 
heard, and a dark form glided past the detective a 
disappeared in the darkness. 


“The ghost first and the house afterward,” thought 
Nick, following on in the direction taken by the nye 
terious figure. 


In a moment the detective came to the ah gone {. 


After listening a moment, he stepped inside. . 

As he did so a figure rose up out of the darkness } 
and struck out fiercely with both hands, 3 

Nick drew his revolver and fired,two shots in rapid 
succession. 


For an instant a fleeing figure was dimly easy 


shots were answered from the spot where he had left \ 
his companion. 78 si i 
“That ends the ghost. for to- night D hosed the | 
detective. “He knows now that we are armed and 
ready for him.” . 
He heard Louis Marks stumbling along. in the 
darkness, and pulled the slide of his dark lantern to 4 
guide him. Wai 
“Are you hurt?” | 
Marks asked the ‘question, as he dashed up 16 the | 
“No,” was the reply. “It seems that we are do- y 
ing all the shooting to-night.” mi Seige = dae 
“We won't see any more of that shes to-night, , 
said Marks. “He was out there at the edge of the i 
clearing the last time I heard him. He i is prolly 


Sa! don’t HOw. about that, i gee Nick, 


re 


| d ’ 
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here to frighten us away, and he may make trouble 
yet.” 
Stationing Marks at the open doorway, Nick pro- 
ceeded to make a close examination of the shed. 
It was a small affair, with a rude feed-box run- 
ning along one end. 
Above the feed-box was a small window, 
As Nick bent over the box, a cry of warning from 
his companion caused him to spring back. 
‘What is it?” he demanded. 
Marks pointed toward the window. 
“There was a face there a moment ago,” he said. 
Nick darted outside, and approached the window. 
His lantern remained on the inside, and a thin 
tay of light crept through the opening. . 
There was no one in sight. 
- Fora moment nothing could be heard but the roar 
of the wind. 
Halfway between the corner and the opening 
Nick felt himself seized from behind, and the next 
moment he was fighting for his life. 
With that grasp upon his throat it was impossible 
for him to call out to his companion for assistance. 


The strength of his antagonist seemed almost i 


superhuman. : 

He was forced slowly backward to the earth. 

There was a flash of steel before his eyes, 

_ As the blow descended, he summoned all his 
Strength to avoid it, and the caer proved s success- 
ful. ; 

The blade was broken short off in the frozen earth. 
The desperate struggle was renewed, and the un- 
known man seemed to realize that he was losing 

~ ground, for, with a fierce oath, he sprang to his feet 
"and dashed away. 

Still weak and dazed, Nick regained his feet and 
' moved off in the direction of the doorway he had 
: ‘ast left. . 


He saw the light moving about on the inside of the 
shed, and knew that Marks was making a search of 
the place. | ‘ 

As he reached the open space where the door had 
been he heard a cry of terror and a heavy fall. 

He sprang forward and looked in. 

The dark lantern had fallen to the floor, and the 
light was very dim and uncertain. : 

His foot came in contact with a body lying on the 
floor_as he moved forward. , 

The next moment the rays of the ‘avid fell upon 
the white face and motionless form of Louis Marks. 

One glance at the feed-box by the wall told the 
story. . 7 

The dead face of the missing man stared up into 
his own, 

After weeks of anxious search, ote Marks had 
found his brother. 

He had fainted at the horrible sight. 

Nick was alone with the body and his unconscious 


companion. 


CHAPTER II. 


“THIS SIDE UP WITH CARE.” 
“And so,” 


boxes and bundles and went away on Ae morning 


said the express agent, “they left the 


train.” 

The station was a small one on the Lehigh Valley 
road, and the express agent appeared to be half 
farmer and half station agent. 

“And this was early in the morning ?” 

“Very early. I was not out of bed when they 
came pounding at my door.” | , 

“And the boxés and bundles?” 

“They are at the back end of the baggage-room.” 

“When will they reach New York?” _ 

“That's just what they wanted to knew,” ‘said the e ; 


ae NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


agent, impatiently. “TI told them just as I tell you, 
that they ‘will be in New York in the morning.” 
“Did you” notice anything peculiar about, the 
men?” 
“They seemed to be in a great hurry. The team 
they drove up with had been driven all night, I 


should judge.” 


The agent turned back to his office and the two 


men he had been talking with passed on down the 
platform. Sea a 
They appeared to be spruce young men from the 
city. 
The rough teamster of the night before had 
bloomed out into a good deal of a dandy. 


“They are in New York before this,” said Nick, 


_ dejectedly. 


“Yes,” said Chick, 
will be looking for a needle in a hay-stack.” 
“Well,” said the detective, ‘ 


in big cities before now, and caught them, foo, so 


“and hunting for them there 


‘we've looked for men 


there’s nothing to feel blue over, 
yet.” . / 
“They are the murderers, all right enough,” said 


Chick, “and there is no doubt that they have been 


hiding around the haunted house ever since killing _ 


poor Marks.” 


“That’s About the size of it,” 


you. had ae with me at the house last night we 


might have got more of a clew, but the man I had 


with me fainted when he discovered his brother’s 


body, and I had a hard time getting him away, to say 


nothing of following the ghost who came near mak- . 


ing a ghost of me.” 


“You think the murderers were both about the 


‘place when you were there?” 
“T am sure of it, and’$ome one from the tavern no- | 
tified them.” 


after them,’ 


We’ il have them, 


lowed out showed that the load was a heavy one.” 


replied Nick, “If 


‘three feet wide and deep. 


“You'd have been in a nice box if they had jumped | 
on you when the brother lay there in a swoon.” : 

“Well, they didn’t.” 

“They certainly would have done so had they! 
known how matters stood.” 


matters stood.” | 
“The horses must have been right there, and the 


goods already loaded, or they never could have got 
here in the time they did” | 


| 
“They were too busy getting away to find out al 


“They must have had notice that officers were out ; 

’ said Nick, 

worked the haunted-house racket,” 
“Well,” said Chick, “what shall we do maw 


‘Nick walked to the rear of the freight house with- 
\ ° 


“or they never would have 


out speaking. 

The boxes and bundles referred to by the agent 
lay there in a pile. / 

“aE suppose we'll have to folie them to New 
York,” said Nick, making an examination of the 
marking on the boxes. : 

“There’s a lot of the stuff,” said Chick. 


“Yes,” was the reply; “the wagon tracks I fol-- 


\ 


“And it came directly from the haunted hotise?” 
AAvregec 

“Rather a bold move.” 

“A very bold one.” 

“They must be getting desperate.” 

Nick stood looking intently at the boxes. 


One of them was at least six feet long, and fully 


It was made of heavy pine boards, ands was oe 
put together. a 

“Rather expensive sending a box like that by ex: 
press,” observed Chick, lifting one end of it. 

Nick did not reply. 

He appeared to be in a brown study. 


, ‘ ; ’ es 
wt eae 


“"“Your idea is a good one, 


an hour,” he said, at length, 
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“Tf I could only be with that box when they un- 
pack it,” he said, half aloud. 

Chick made several turns up and down the plat- 
form, and then came back to where his chief was 
standing. 

“T have an idea,” he said, shortly. 
Nick looked up with a smile. 
“Hang on to it,” he said. “You may never have 
another one.’ 

Chick pointed significantly at the Bee 

“Tt is plenty large enotigh,” he said, “and the trip 
is not a long one.” 

The detective regarded his assistant with an 
amused look on his face. 

“What do you mean?” he demanded. 

“Why not take a trip to New York in that box?” 

“Tt is a risky scheme, old man.” 

“Risky, nothing,” was the gay reply. “I’ve stolen 
rides in worse places than that. ie 


Nick walked out to where the station agent was 


‘sitting behind his little desk. 


“How long will that stuff be on the way to New 
York?” he asked. 

The agent looked at his watch. 

“It is three o’clock now,” he said, “and the stat 
will leave here at half-past four.” 

“And it will ue delivered in New York in the 
morning?” 

MCS, 

Nick hastened back to where his assistant was 


standing by the pile of boxes in the baggage-room. 


he said. “How can 


you get into the box without the agent suspecting 


anything?” 


Chick pondered a moment. 
“You sit out there and talk to the agent for half 


“and when you come 


back here there'll be one more bundle than there is 


i 


now. All you'll have to do’ will be to > peng the 
nails in some way.” 
“There’s no knowing where they may take the. 
box,” said Nick. 
“Tl risk it.” 
“You'll want something to eat on the way.” 


“You may get into a large scrape.” 


“Yes; get me something to take in the box with 
I'll do the rest.” 
There was a small bakery just across the street, 


me and keep the agent away. 


and in a short time the young man’s pockets were 
well stuffed with such things as were to be had 
there. 

“Tl ride in on the ate train,’ said Nick, “and 
I will keep as near to the box as possible.” . 

“Tt would queer the whole act to force yourself 
into the house, if the box is carried inside,” said 
Chick, 


and wait for some signal from me.” 


“and so you had better stay on the outside 


“What we 
want is to hear the murderers talk about their ex- 
_ They 
will do it fast eriough if they open’ the box. in pn 


“You are right there,” was the reply. 


ploits, and so connect them with the crime. 


vate.” 

“And then what?” 

“Be ready with your gun when they Gace the 
cover off, and don’t let them escape.” 

The boxes were addressed to a number near the 


lower end of Second avenue, and Nick, in order to 


avoid any mistake, made a note of it. 


Then he left Chick to do his part of the work. 

The agent smoked and chatted with the detective 
until nearly train time, never suspecting what was 
going on at the rear end of the little baggage-room. 

“Where's your chum?” 

The agent asked the question rust as m3 train 
whistled. 

“Oh, he'll be here in time to get the train,” said 
Nick, handing out the money for two tickets. 
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The agent stepped into the baggage-room and 
While he was 


tugging at oue on the platform Nick drove the nails 


began pulling at the heavy boxes. 


in the box. 


“Want some help?” 


Nick seized hold of the large box as he spoke and’ 


helped the agent. carry it to the edge of the plat- 


form. 


As he did so, he saw that several holes fully half 


-an inch in diameter had been cut in the edge of the 
box directly under the cover: 

“Chick means to have a breath of fresh air now 
and then,” he thought, as he lifted his end of the box 
into the car. 

Nick had heen over that line many times, but it 


had never seemed so long to him as on this occa- 


. sion. 


It was late in the night, or early in the morning, 
rather, when he reached New York. 

By simply showing his badge, he might have fol- 
lowed the box to the place where it was to remain 
until morning, but he decided not to do this. 

It was more than probable that the men who had 
- shipped the boxes would watch them from the mo- 
ment they arrived in the city. 

They had more than the value of the goods at 
stake. : 

If the boxes were traced to them it might mean 
conviction for: murder, therefore. they were likely 
to be on their guard. 

It was late in the Horie when the boxes were 
Analy loaded on a wagon and started for their final 
destination. 

INick saw them delivered at the place on Second 
avenue, and taken into the building at once. 
~The establishment. looked like a second-hand 
clothing house with a junk-shop annex. 


As the detective stood on the opposite side of the — 


; Te a { * i 
| 


-built men, with villainous faces, stepped out. ° 


ive, “to know the contents of that dispatch.” 


avenue, wondering what would happen next, a tele- 
graph boy darted into the place with a message in his : 
hand. / 

Nick passed, down the avenue a short distance SO 
as to be directly in line with the ‘glass front of the. 3 
place. 

It was. easy to see that something unusual had | 
happened. 

People were moving about excitedly in the store, | 
and doors were banging as if the excitement had i 


communicated itself to other parts of the house. 


In the midst of all the flurry, one old man stood ~ 


by the lately-arrived goods, pointing down with one 
trembling hand. 2 
“Tt is clear that the dispatch tae reference to the 
“T hope Chick 
will get out of that nest of robbers all right.” 


goods,” said Nick, under his breath. 


The detective crossed the street, and stood nearer 
to the, store, so that he might hear any sudden out- 
cry. 42 

As he did so the door opened, and two heavily- | 


It did not require a second look on the part of the . 
detective to inform him that the men tad been sent 
out to watch for spies. ( z 
“I'd give a hundred dollars,” thought the: detect- 

The men parted at the door’ of the store, one | 
walking each way. fe 

Each man seemed to closely scan every fac he 
met as he ‘passed along the gc 

In a moment one of them came to the place where. 
Nick was standing, leaning lazily against a railing. 

“What are you doing here! up 

The tone and manner of the Mian wete more than 
impudent. 5 

“Just standing here.) wal a ; Cae 
, Nick: was trying hard to keep his fenipeh a 3a 


{ 
| 


| 


| 


| 
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“Weil, you move along.” 
“Do you own this street?” 
“No lip, now; move along.” ’ 


The man who had left the store with the bully 


_ now hastened toward the spot. 


A small crowd began to collect, and the sympathy 
all seemed to be with the bully. 
Nick was not long in deciding what it all meant. 


He seemed to be the only suspicious-looking per- 


“son in sight, and the people who had received the 


goods were determined to get him away from the 
vicinity of the store. 
~"You won’t go, eh?” said the bully, seizing him 
“Here, Bill, lend a hand.” 


The fight which followed was long remembered in 


by the arm. 


the street. 

Nick struck out right and left with all his might, 
but his antagonists were hard men, and were familiar 
with scenes like that in which they now were taking 
so prominent a part. 

In the end, the detective, dazed and half blinded, 
though not seriously injured, was forced into a hack 


and driven rapidly away. 


CHAPTER III. 
IN VERY CLOSE QUARTERS, ¢ 
Chick’ S position was anything but a pleasant one. 
He was not cramped for space, but the air was 


bad, and the jolting of the cars did not add to his 


comfort. 


He was glad when the box reached New York, for 


he knew that there would be. a little rest beforée the 


morning delivery of the goods. 

At the express office he amused himself by cut- 
ting additidnal ‘holes in the side of the box, and 
more than once he laughed outright at hearing the 
_expressmen swearing at the rats, which they be- 


"eve to be Reveyeie at io freight, 


the sound of hurrying feet. 


The box was finally delivered at the place on Sec- 
ond avenue, with many a bump and jam, and he 
could hear the people talking in the room where he 
lay. 

At first the bundles were moved hastily aheut and 
then he heard a voice ask: 

“Everything all righr?” 

“There seems to be aw extra bundle.” 

“Oh, I guess you didw’t count straight.” 

“Well, it wouldn’t be strange if 1 did make a mis- 
take. | 
shipped the stuff.” 


We were a trifle pressed for time when we 


In a moment Chick heard oe untying the bun- 


dles. 


“Get a hatchet,” some one said, at length, “and 
[ll open that big box.” 

“Now, then,” thought the concealed detective, “if 
Nick Carter isn’t somewhere about I’m in a pretty 
boat.” 

The moment was an exciting one, but he could 
only grasp his revolver more firmly and wait. 


One heavy blow fell on the box, and then he heard 


“Hold on!’ 
fore you open that big box.” 


said a voice; “read this dispatch be- 
“Where is the dispatch from?” , 
“From the place this side of where we shipped the 


goods. I can’t recall the name now, and it is not 


written plainly.” 


There was a moment’s silence, and then a storm of 


oaths burst from the lips of one of the men-in the 


- room. 


“You see we were fallowed.” 


“Ves, and the men who followed us were pawing 


over the goods at the station.” 
“And they made a nete of the aideeadl on the pack- 


ages.” 3 i af } 
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“That means that they intended to follow them to 
New York. What is to he done?” 

“The first thing is to see who is sneaking about 
on the outside. Where. are Frank and Bill?” 

“Out in front.” 

“Tf there’s any one hanging around out there they 
can spot him fast enough. Send them out.” 

“Suppose they find some one?” 

“They must get up a fight and lug ‘him away. 
We've got to have time to get these goods out of 
sight.” 

Chick began to realize that he was in a desperate 
“situation. 

If anything happened to Nick now he aad a 
good chance of being carried out on a shutter. 

“Who sent that dispatch?” asked a voice Chick 
had not heard there before. 


” 


“The fellow we sold the team to,”’ was the reply. 
“We told him to. look around a little and let us know 
. if anything suspicious took place there after we left.” 
“But the dispatch is not from the place where the 
goods were put on the train.” 
' “No; the fellow had sense enough to go to the 
next station.” 
“Does he know how you came by, them?” 
“He thinks we stole them.” y 
“But the other part?. Does he know that? ” 
NG? 1 
_ Ina short time Chick heard the speakers leaving 
the toom, and he knew by the excited talk in front 
that something of importance was going on in the 
street. 7 | . 
“They've got the spy.” 
“Yes, and he’s making a nice fight. te 
ip “Tt would bea eee thing if he should get away 


4 with them both.” . 7 | 


Chick did not have tO; guess who. the man was 


alive. 


made tis 
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that was having the fight in the street with the } 
friends of the murderers. 
It could be no one but Nick Carter. ; 1 


“They've downed him,” shouted a voice, at length. 


“Now, what will they do with him?” 
“See; they’re hustling him into a hack.” 
“If they've got any sense, they'll dump him in the 
river.” | 


“No,” 
that.” 


said a voice, hastily; “we’ve had enough of 
° hig x ‘ 

The men returned to the room where the box lay. 

In trying to gain an easier position, Chick bumped 
one foot hard against the end of the box. 

The men stopped talking, and seemed to be listen-_ 
ing. 

Chick was positive that they had heard os noise 
he had made. eet 


; 


The people in the room now spoke in whispers. 
Chick knew that they were trying to decide what 
to do with the big box. 


His first impulse was to kick off the cover of the 


#4. 


box, and have it out there and then. 
Then he reasoned that he had moshing to lose ana 
t 


much to gain by delay. eb 


If they opened the box then the fight would be on ‘ 
at once, but if they stowed it away and watched it, 


‘he stood a double chance of getting out of the place 


One of the men sat down on the box, and began 
feeling around it in a stealthy way. é 
Could he be feeling for breathing holes? | 
The examination was of short duration. eet 
“T think we'd better leave this box as it is, 4 "said 
a voice, in a loud fae at length. — 
“Where can we put it?” f 


Z ‘Oh, take it to the basement and stand it p 
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e his ears. 


| “Blow some chloroform in it first to keep the 
‘moths out.” 
There was a loud laugh at the remark. 


“Pile plenty of boxes on top of it, so it won’t walk 
laway.” ‘ 

Had any one been in sight through the peephole at 
the end of the box, the chances are that Chick would 
'have shot him. 

“Mighty cute feller, that past 2” 
| “You bet.” 
| “We'd a-been in a hole now if he hadn’t’ tele- 
| graphed that two fellers were nosin’ around the 


| goods, and that only one of them got on the train.” 


”? 


/ “And as it is 

“Some one else is in the hole.” 

Chick did not like the idea of the men talking so 
much about their affairs when they- knew he was 
listening. ; 

It showed that they did not intend that he should 


| 
\ 


| ever leave the place alive. 


| 
| After a time the men fell to turning the box over 
and driving nails i in the top and ends to strengthen it. 
Then the box was half carried and half rolled down 
along flight of stairs, shaking Chick up in a terrible 
manner. ‘ area) ut 
Daylight no longer crept in at the little holes that 
had been made to admit air. 
A damp, musty smell pervaded the place. 


f 


The men threw the box on the floor, piled numer- | 


us articles, which seemed to be very heavy, about 
it, and started away. 
_ “Thope the rats won’t get in the box,” one of pete 
said, with a low chuckle. 

i “They won’t find deiveiig there that’s . to eat, 


at. they do,” was the reply. 


i . Left alone in the darkness, Chick at once began 


yore # \ 
girly 


byaa Ph 


Chick realized that the words were intended for 


11 
work with the heavy knife which had before served 
him to such good purpose in making the holes. 

In a short time he had one end of the box cut en- 
tirely away. 

To his great surprise, nothing was there to pre=' 
vent his creeping out of his cramped quarters. 

The heavy articles designed to keep him in had 
been piled on the cover. 

“T hope Nick won’t have any worse luck than 
this,” he. thought, as he worked his way out and 
stood on his feet again. 

The detective was given very little time in ste 
to congratulate himself. 

Footsteps were heard descending the stairs. 


The light in the place was very dim, but Chick . 


could see that the evidences of his escape from the 


box were altogether too prominent. 


With a quick movement he pushed a board against 


the broken end of the box, and then sought a bicieee 
place. . : 

There seemed to be more than one person ap- 

~proaching, and the rays of a lamp preceded them 

down the stairs. | 

Chick sprang to the most distant corner of the 
basement, lifted the cover from a huge barrel starid- 
ing there, saw that it was empty, and sprang inside. 

He seemed:a long time reaching the bottom. 

The light, now in the basement, faded out of 
sight, and the detective knew that he was falling into 


a cavern beneath the cellar. 


Ng 


CHAPTER IV. 
TWO MISSING MEN. 


“Oh, what an eye!” 7 
“Where’d you get it, Bill?” 


p | 
Bill glanced angrily around at his questioners as — 


he entered the place on Second avenue, and thréw 
himself into a chair without speaking. 


X 


| 


td 


{ 
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He was in a decidedly battered condition as to 
face, and his clothing hung in rags. 

“Come, Bill!” said one ofthe men, pausing for a 
moment in his work of making up a bundle of goods, 
“tell us where you found that dandy shiner.” 

“Horse backed into it,” was the gruff reply. 

“Where’s Frank?” . . 

“He's comin’ along in the ambulance.” 

The goods-packer stopped his work, and sat down 
on the counter, his face a picture of astonishment. 

“You don’t mean to say,” he said, slowly, “that 
the chap you took away from here in the hack called 
the turn on you like that?” 

“That’s just what he did.” 

“And you two to one?” 

’ Bill wiped the blood off his face and grunted. 

‘Where is he now?” 

“How do I know?” 


“You ought to know.” 


“Well, things was just whirling when he left, and 


he didn’t leave no card.” 
“How did he do it? 


you left here.” 


You had him down fine when 


“T don’t know. 
to geta drink, and when I got back Pate was hang- 
ing over a hitching- post. 

“Then I says to the chap, ‘I’ll pay you for that 
trick, my buck,’ and in about two minutes I was 
hanging over another hitching- post. , 
that feller is.” 


_He’ s a brute, 


“Wasn’t there any one around to help you?” 
“Huh,” said Bill, with an oath, 


around, of course, and stood there and yelled to see 


“a crowd got 
one little man get away. with two big ones. I was 
- wondering most of the time whether : was going to 
get out of the scrap liv? ; 
ie “Tt didn’t take long to do the job, anyway. You 


I stopped out here a little ways 
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wasn’t gone away from the place more than half an 


hour.” 
“Where’s the old man?”’. bis, di 
“Around the place somewhere. He almost had a 
fit after you left.” | 
“What’s that?” 
_ “We found the other spy in that long box.” 
“The devil you did,” 
“That’s what.” 
“Where is he now?” 
“Still in the box.” 


“Well,” demanded Bill, with an oath, where's the © 


box? You're a nice lot of fellers to talk to!” 


“The box is down in, the basement, nailed up | 


tighter than a menagerie in January.” 

“You'd better go and see if it is. 
mighty slippery pair of fly cops. They never got 
their éducation in the Dutch motiitain distri¢t pi 
Pennsylvania.” 


The fellow who had done most of the ‘aitciea bee 


cured a light, and, closely followed by Bill, pele . 


“down the basement stairs. ? a 


‘“There’s the box over there, under all that truck. — 


ee. 


That is a 


We thought we'd give him something to lift, if he 


wanted to crawl out of his neat little sleeping car.” 


“Let’s have him out.” 
“The old man eee | 
“Hang the old man.’ ear: 


Bill began to throw the co off the he packing 


case. 


He paused in a moment, with an exclamation of 


rage. 


“Look here!” he shouted. 


spokes, :); 54 SEN oH i f 


MIDE 


He pointed to the Be cites of the box as he sy 


The packer assent Ae on his knees and ad 


looked in. te tances tat oy age sae lt VAM 
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‘ “He’s gone, all right enough,” he said, in a mo- 
‘ment. 
“You're a nice lot of duffers,” broke in the other. 

“Well, we didn’t let him pound any one up be- 
fore he left.” 

The two men made a careful search of the base- 
ment, but the detective was nowhere in sight. 

Neither one of the searchers knew of the existence 
of the sub-cellar under the place. 

The old man who did business there had no idea 
of allowing those who hung around him and aided 
in his schemes now and then to know all the secrets 
of the place. 

“The old man will have a fit when he finds this 
out.” 


“Tet him find it out himself, then,” growled Bill. 


“But it won’t do for Harris and Charley to hang, 


around here now.” 

“Tell them, then.” 

The other mused a moment. 

ey guess you're right,” he said; “the goods came 
here in the regular way of business, and they can’t 
touch the old man. I wonder where Harris and 
Charley are! ” | 

“You'd better find them mighty quick,” said Bill, 
The officers will be 


back here, and it’s the murderers they want, and not 


“and tell them to light out. 


the goods,” 

fie 
_ When the two men reached the head of the stairs 
they found the “old man,” 


hind the counter waiting on a new customer. 


as they called him, be- 


The customer appeared to be a very old man. 
He was so crooked that his back and sHoulders 
went far toward forming a half circle, and he was 
Possessed of a long, gtay beard, and'a decidedly 
rome cast of features. 


be 


He drove sharp bargains and paid for each article 


, 
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as he bought it, taking the money from a very large 
roll of bills. Bee a 

It is needless to say that the “old man” was doing 
his best to reduce the size of the roll. 

At length the customer asked to be shown some- 
thing that the merchant could not find in the store, 
and he lit a lamp and started for the basement to 
make a search for it there. 

The customer, chatting amiably all the time, fol- 
lowed on behind. . 

The old man was evidently annoyed at the occur- 
rence, but he could not think of offending so good a 
customer by telling him that he was not wanted in 
the basement. 

A moment later he was sorry he had not done so, 
for the ancient customer poked around inthe base- 
ment in the most exasperating manner. 

Not a box, bundle or barrel escaped his scrutiny. 

The little bell at the street door rang. 

“I hayen’t got what you want,” said the old man, 
nervously, “and there’s some one in the store, so 
we'll have to go up.” 

“There's lots of things here that I want,” said the 
customer. “You go up and return. I will remain 
here.” 

The old man left reluctantly, consoling himself 
with the thought that he could send some one from 
the store down in a moment. ; 

But there was only the customer in the store when. 
he reached the top of the stairs. 

Bill and his companion had gone off to notify the 
two murderers of their peril. : 

The new customer was a long-winded fellow, and 
once or twice while he was examining goods the old 
man stepped to the head of the stairs and looked 
down. 

Finally the customer went away, papning Bill in 


the spree 
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The bully’s face was flushed, and it was easy to see 
that he was laboring under strong excitement. 

“Who has been in here during the last ten min- 
utes?” he demanded. 

“No one but the customer you just met and the 
customer you left here when you went out.” 

“Where is the customer I left here?” 

“In the basement, looking at goods.” 

“You fool.” 

“What's wrong?” 
hands. 

“Wrong,” repeated the bully, with a perfect volley 
of oaths, “the boys say that Nick Carter is at work 
on that Pennsylvania murder case, and I’ll bet a gal- 
lon of whisky, and hold the stakes that he is down 
in the basement now.” 

“Tt can't be possible,’ muttered the old man, in 
an agony of fear.. 

Bill walked to the head of the stairs and looked 
down. 

The lamp was burning feghtly, and by its light he 
saw the old customer sitting on the edge of a barrel 


at the rear end of the long basement. 

At that instant the door opened, and Frank 
walked in. ‘ 

The two men held a short, whispered conversa- 
tion. 

“What ate you going to do?” demanded the old 


man, as the two men pushed heavy billies up their 


sleeves and started down the stairs. 

Put that sneak 5 sleep.” 

“The man sitting on the barrel saw the two bullies 
approaching. , : 

His back and shoulders esa a half circle 
no longer. 

While the old man stood at the head a the stairs 
muttering, ge sprang a the transformed cus- 


‘ 


_ tomer, 


| Gee 
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_ huge barrel in the corner and felled him to the floor. 


asked the old man, wringing his 


One of them went down under a vigorous blow, — 


but he caught the detective by the foot, and he, too, 


went down. 
Frank stood over the prostrate man with an up- 
lifted billy. 


As he was about to strike, a form sprang from the 


CHAPTER V. 


A.’ BIT oe HARD LUCK. 


“Well, of all the blooming idiots 


Nick Carter leaned back in his chair and Pies. 
until his sides ached. i 
“I don’t see ‘anything to laugh -at,” grumbled | 
Chick. } ! 
“You get ede too easily, my boy,” “replied | 
the detective, “We are sure to come out at the tos 
of the heap yet.” | 
Nick Carter and his assistant “yere sitting 3 in their . 
room in the one hotel of a small village a hundred | 
miles west of Milwaukee. : 
They had turned peddlers, and their wagon, well | 
loaded with crockery and tinware, stood in the yard | 
just below their window. ie 
Nick looked like a man who had sold plates and 
sugar bowls to farmers and their wives all his life, | 
and Chick appeared to be a sia sb sits — i 
was just learning the business. 
“T don't believe those two murderers are within a) 
million miles of this place,” growled Chick. 
“Well, we got near enough to them at one die 
was the laughing reply, 
them at that place on Second avenue, too, if that | 


“We would have captured) 


fool farmer hadn’t sent.that dispatch. e 

“Ves, but he did send it, and it ‘got us both into a} 
I thought I had a through ticket | 
‘for the infernal regions when I fell Higeten hat bot- 


nice scrape, too. 


tomless barrel in the basement.” 


wy 
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. Nick laughed heartily at the recollection. 

“It proved to be a mighty lucky fall, though,” he 
said, at length: “You popped up out of the barrel 
: just in time to save me from getting a broken head.” 

“Tt did come out about right,” admitted the young 
assistant, “but, after all, Bill and Frank got word to 
the two murderers so that they were nowhere to be 

found when we got ready to pay them a little atten- 
tion.” 
‘Well, we’ve got them where they won’t be apt to 
warn any more of our men for.a year or two at 
least.” 
wes, 


here a thousand or more miles from nowhere, hunt- 


growled Chick, “and they’ve got us off 
ing two Jew peddlers who have probably escaped to 


some other planet.” 


; 


said Nick. 


“We'll strike their trail when we least expect it.” 


“Oh, they're out here somewhere,” 


{ 


Chick did not partake of this hopeful view of the 


case. He was ina kicking mood, and he was bound 
to make the most of it. 
“I don’t see what we're doing with the old case 
anyway,” he said. “Here you've got cases waiting 
for you in half the big cities of the country, and you 
i put in your time chasing a couple of peddlers < over 
| the continent.” 
“Instead of being angry Nick appeared amused at 
the mood his assistant was in. 

“You ought to know by ais time,” he said, “that 
“Inever give upacase. I'll be after these men when 
the last trumpet sounds if I don’t catch them before 
that time.” 

As Nick spoke ue stepped to the window and 
looked out. 


“Hello!” he exclaimed, “we seem to have a rival 
in business. I wonder what he’s selling?” 
A short distance down the street a péddler’s rig 


“was standing in front of a store. 
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“That’s the sort. of rig we're looking he — 
Nick, putting on his hat. 

Chick made a movement to follow him to the 
door... 

“You Haus in front and watch,” said Nick. “Tf 
I want you I'll signal.” 

When Nick reached the place of business in front 
of which the rig stood he saw the sign of an express 
company over the door. 

Inside he found a green-looking fellow receipting 
for goods in a clumsy way. : 

“Hello,” he said, in the free-and-easy way of the — 
West; “I’m in the peddling business myself. Wagon 
over here at the hotel. What you selling?’ 

The young fellow looked at his questioner for a 
moment with a stupid stare, loaded his arms with 
blundles, and walked out to the ibid without mak- 
ing any reply. 

“Anything for me here?” 

Nick took the book in his hand as he spoke and 
glanced quickly down the column. 

The goods the young fellow had receipted fon) were 
from New York, and were srt addressed to 
“Stahl & Co,” 

The detective saw that. it would take the fellow 
some time to place all the goods in his wagon, so he 
he tried back to Chick. 

“I think we’ve got ’em,” he said, as the two men 
walked slowly down the street. 

“We've had ’em half-a-dozen times before during 
the trip,” said Chick, with a smile. 
“Well,” said Nick, 


; ate 
goods from New York, and he isn’t familiar with the 


“that fellow is receipting for 


-name he is signing.” 


“How do you know that?” 
“By the way he writes ha 
“Peddlers are usually igucrang? 
“That’s all right, but they usually know enough to 


fetolt 
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sign their own names without blundering. — Besides, 


this chap has been sent in to get these goods and 


told not to talk. He wouldn’t even answer a civil 
question.” 

“Perhaps you are right.” 

“It’s a sure thing that the men who murdered 


poor Jake Marks are in this part of the country 


somewhere, and it’s dollars to apples that they are . 


the owners of that rig.” 

“They seem mighty shy about going to an express 
office.” ; 

“Of course. They know that we are hot on their 
track.” 

“What is to be done now?” 

“We must follow that rig.” 

“T suppose so.” 

“What is the reverse of that rig you have on?” 

“Plowboy. And yours?’ 

“Tramp. We'd better make up in the woods, 
after the wagon gets a short distance from town.” 

The two detectives lounged and smoked in front 
of the hotel until the wagon they were watching 


started away from the express office. 


The driver glanced nervously around as he took» 


his seat on the rig, but no one seemed to be paying 
any attention to him or his wagon, and so he started 
off at a brisk trot. 

said Nick. 


“Put a saddle on the horse and keep~as near to him 


“He'll soon distance us at that pace,” 


as possible without attracting attention.” 


3 3 


“And you: 
S “Oh, you'll see a tramp out there somewhere 
about the time he is wanted.” 

“He’s going pretty fast.” 

‘Well, he’ll slack up after he gets out of the vil- 
lage. When you get him on a long stretch of road 
you may ride back and confer, with me if you 


choose.” 
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A slight elevation in the road now concealed the 


wagon from view, and Chick was soon riding briskly 
along after it. 


Half an hour later a plowboy on horseback and a, 


‘tramp on foot,met where the road ran through a lit- 


tle wooded valley about a mile from the village, 


Nick smiled at the decidedly rural appearance of. 


his assistant. 
“Anything new?” he asked. 
“The fellow seems to be waiting, for some one. 
He is driving very slowly and keeping a sharp look- 
out on both sides of the,road as he goes along.” 
“What's the country beyond?” 


“Woods on both sides of the road.” 


“Then they're waiting for him not far away. — 


Eerie 


Keep as close to him as you can, and ride back if he 


leaves the road or any one joins him.” 
In ten minutes Nick Carter, plodding slowly along 
the dusty road, heard the quick beat of a “Aorse’s 


hoois in the road just ahead. 


He had no doubt that it was Chick, returning with _ 


information of some sort, but he concealed himself 
in the thicket at the side of the road in order that he 
might observe the rider unobserved. 


In a moment the horse came into full view. 


It was the animal Chick had been riding, but the 


saddle was now empty. 


The -detective made no effort to stop the fright- ch 


ened horse, 


Instead he forced his way rapidly through the 


thicket until he came to a slight eminence which 
commanded a view of the country beyond for some 
distance, | ; ; 


Not far away a large’ barn stood at the edge of a 


field, with a fringe of trees between it and the road, «|. | 


Just turning the corner of the barn, so as to be 


out of sight from the road, was the peddler's wagon. 


Nick crept as near to-the place as he dared, and. 
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lay. down and waited for some sign of life about the 
barn. . 

He had not long to wait. 

Two men appeared at an opening on the second 
floor of the structure, and peered cautiously about. 

Nick gave an excited start, and crept closer to the 
éarth. 

He had never seen the two faces before, but there 
was no doubt that they were the faces of the two 
murderers he sought. 

_ Directly the young man who had receipted for 
the goods left the barn and walked slowly toward the 
road. 

He glanced dajntiottely to the right and left as he 
reached the road, and, seeing no one in sight, walked 
away. 

“That probably takes him. out. of the case,” 
thought Nick. “I wonder what has become of 

hick?” | 

The two men at the barn kept out of sight, but 
Nick knew by the low murmur of voices on the other 
side of the barn that they were busying themselves 


about the wagon. 


5 It was a a risky thing to do, but there was no other 


eo 


way, SO the detectiy re left his hiding-place and walked 
“i boldly toward the barn. 
_ If they saw him perhaps they would think nothing 
3 of a tramp seeking a barn for an afternoon sleep. 
If they did not see him so much the better. | 
He reached the place seemingly unobserved, and 


_ crept into an empty stall. 


He noticed as he entered the place that the mows 


- above.the stalls on both sides of the barn were still 


ae with hay, although it was late in the sea- 
A ee, ¢ 
son. . 


mn one side the hay hung threateningly over the 


f 
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“That will fall some day,” he thought, “and make 
a nice mess for the farmer to clean up.” 

Outside the men were rearranging the goods in 
the wagon, and talking as they worked, but the de- 
tective could not distinguish a word they said. 

He was becoming anxious about Chick. 

Surely there would be some evidence of excite- 
ment about the men if they had discovered the young 
man and either killed or wounded him, 

And then the farmer boy? ° 

Unused as he undoubtedly was to scenes of vio- . 
lence, he would never have gone away so uncon- ~ 
cernedly after witnessing such a fight as Chick was) 
capable of making. 

Once or twice Nick thought he heard a movement 
in the hay above his head, but he attributed it to the 
wind blowing through the crevices in the walls, and 
paid no attention to it. 

“The men are probably armed,” Nick ae as 
he heard them leave the wagon and move toward the 
wide door by which he had inary “but if I get the 
drop I guess I can take them in.’ 

There was no place of concealment on the floor of 
the barn, and the men were certain to see him as_ 
soon as they came to the front of the stall, so the 
only thing to do was to act promptly. 


“When I get the irons on them,” Nick thought, 


_ “they ll tell me all about Chick’s sudden disappear- 


ance, if they know anything about it.” 
The next moment the two men stood opposite the 
entrance to the stall, looking in on the seeming 
tramp. 
Before they could draw a weapon he. advanced 
upon them with a revolver in each hand. / 
“Throw up your hands,” Nick said, coolly. “You 
are both under arrest.” 
“What does this mean?” tismaieted one of the 


men. : ving ately 
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“Tt means that I have warrants in my possession 
for your arrest on a charge of murder.” 
Nick did not notice a peculiar, sliding sound from 
above. ; 
Without warning the whole tottering mass of hay 
above thundered to the floor, burying the detective 


beneath its tremendous weight. 


CHAPTER VI. 
‘A MYSTERIOUS BURGLARY. 
“Who is that lady?” 
“Peddler. Why?” 
“She’s the handsomest woman I ever saw. 


ve 


The rosy-cheeked dealer in peddlers’ supplies 
chuckled as he bent closer over his books in his ex- 
tensive store in Montreal. 

“A good many people think the same thing,’ he 
said, glancing up at a trim, girlish figure bending 
over a counter a short distance away. 

“How do you know that?” 

“She sells lots. of goods.” 

_ “Any lady with a face like that could sell goods. 
How long has she been in the business here in Mon- 
treal?” é 

“Don’t know. ‘She's been coming here after sup- 
plies only about a week.” ; 

“What does she sell?” 

“Laces, embroidery—anything she can carry in 
that cute little bag you see in her hand.” | 

“Well, she’s a beauty.” 

The dealer chuckled again. 

“Case of love at first sight,” he said. 

After transacting his business with the merchant 
the customer stepped to the counter where the girl 
was busy comparing and selecting goods. 

“There, how do you think these will do?” 

The girl stepped to his side and spoke without 
taking her eyes off the goods in her hand. 


aa Ye sit 
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Before Harris Blank, the customer, could reply 
she glanced innocently up at his face and turned 
away with a pretty blush. ee 

“T beg your pardon,” she said. “I thought I was 
speaking to the proprietor.” 

“I am not the proprietor,” said Blank, with a 
smile, “but I may be able to help you, for all that. 
You see, I am in the péddling business myself.” 

“I’m afraid I’m a little green at it,” said the girl. 
“Was it easy for you to select your stock when a5 
first began?” 


“You'll get over that when you know your cus-— 


tomers better.. I had no trouble.” 


“Where are your customers?” — 
. : "Ba 
“Oh, everywhere—sometimes I sell here in Can-_ 


ada and sometimes in the States.” 


“I should like to sell in the States. Please tell 
me where I may find good territory.” i ‘ae 


a ia ees: 


“Well,” said Blank, “Pennsylvania is a good State, 
and so is, well, Michigan and—and Wisconsin.” 
“You have been there?? ae igi 
Blank hesitated. | eee : 
Pots as a little—a very little.” ) 
‘The girl went on selecting goods and Blank stood aN 
there and watched her, Us 


“Are you selltie’ 4 in the ity i he asked, in a mo- 
ment. i AGA . 
“Yes, in the city, and, do you know, I think it is 
I can’t even find a good hotel in the 
whole a" of Montreal.” a 


just horrid? 


suited there.” 
The girl shook her head. 


“When you get ready for a change you might try 
it,” he said. 

The girl thanked him, put the card in her pocket, 
and walked away, followed by his admiring glances. 

Just then the street door opened. ‘The man who 
entered stepped up to Blank and the two went out 
together. A \ 

“Making a mash?” 

The newcomer asked the question as soon as the 
two. men were in the street. 

Blank looked up with a grin, but said nothing, 

“What was on that paper?” 

The question was asked in no gentle tone of voice. 

“What paper?” / 

“What paper, you fool? The paper you handed 
that girl just as I stepped up to the door.” 
said Blank, 


with a frown; “I don’t think that’s any of your busi- 


“Look here, Charley Rozencrans,” 


ness.” 


“Tt i is my business,” said the other, hotly. “Were 


you giving her your address?” ‘ 


Blank remained silent. 

=cut me.” 

“No.” 

Blank thought it better to tell a lie than to have a 


- quarrel with his \partner. 


“Did you find the Milwaukee papers you were in 


search of?” 5 = 


Blank asked the question after the two had walked 


some distance without speaking. 


“Yes, I found the papers.” 
4. 
“Well?” 
“Well, there's a reward offered for information re- 


"gar ding a young man who recently disappeared 


about a hundred miles west of the city of Milwau- 
ieee.” ok 
3 Ey they haven’t found him ?” 


ag seems not. # 
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“Which one do you think the advertisement ‘is 
for?” 

“Why, the one we put to sleep.” 

“Under the hay?” 

“No, the other.” ; 

“Then they haven’t found Nick Carter yet ?” 

“They either haven’t found him or he got out in 
some way and made a sneak without saying any- 
thing about his trying to arrest us and making a fail- 
ure of it.” 

“Well, he got out.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“Why, that hay that Ike tumbled eee on him 
Must have béen cleaned up before this, and if a dead 
man had been found under it the papers would have . 
been full of it before now. Besides, Ike would be in 


trouble over it, for he couldn't help showing that he 


/ 


knew something about it.” 


said Rozencrans. 
I 


“T guess you are right,” 

“Of course I am right.” 

“And that means that Nick Carter is still after us.” 
I HOE ogre.” 

“He never gives up a case.” 

Blank made no reply. 

eThere’s only one thing to do if he comes here,” 
said Rozencrans, looking his companion: keenly in 
the face. ae 
“What's that?” 


“We must finish what we began at the ae in 


\ 


Wisconsin. It will be no fault of ours if he ever 
leaves Canada alive.” 

“T don’t like it.” 

“This is no tine to weaken.” 


“We agreed in Pennsylvania that that should be 


‘the last.” 


“And broke the agreement in Wisconsin.” 
“Chick may not be dead,” said Blank, with a shud- 


der As aa 
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“All the worse luck for us if he isn’t.” 

“T hope he isn’t.” 

Rozencrans’ reply was a volley of oaths. 

“As long as Nick Carter and his assistant are 
alive,” he said, when he grew cooler, “we will be 
kept an the run.” 

“How can they follow us here?” 

_ “How did they follow us to Wisconsin? 
. “By the goods we had shipped from New York. 
We have had none shipped here.” 

“You forget the Montreal letters we lost at the 
barn.” ‘ 
Blank pandereds a moment. : 
“If Nick Carter 
got out alive, and the letters were anywhere about 


the barn he found them. 


“You may be right,” he said. 


He overlooks nothing.” 
“That’s why I was so anxious to know what you 
gave that girl. She may be a spy for all I know.” 
“That beautiful creature a spy? Impossible.” 
_“She.is just the sort of -a woman Nick Carter 
would be likely to select to do his sneak work.” 


Blank turned pale at the very thought. 


He was just on the point of telling his partner the — 


truth, but he refrained. 
“If we are going to have a row about it,” he 
thought, “we must not have it here on the street.” 
The two murderers reached their boarding-house 
on Maurice street feeling very blue. 
They were met at the door by the landlord. 
“T want to ask a favor.of you, gentlemen,” he said. 
The peddlers inoked up, inquiringly. 


“the 


wife and children of one of my boarders arrived here 


“It’s just this way,” continued the landlord; 
to-day, and I want to use your room for just one 
night.” ta 

‘Blane thaled rey alt 

“Go to any. hotel. you like,” said the aidtond, “and 
[ll pay the bill.” id 


x 


“room at the hotel they put up at. 


~ suddenly clutched his companion by the arm, 


“look around; there i is fag fellow hiding behind \ one 


and passed into the howse. iia ny és 
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“That'll be all right,” said Blank, hastily. : 
Rozencrans was about to remonstrate, but his i 
partner motioned to him to remain silent. . 
“Tt may be safer to change our quarters for a — a 
night or two,” he said, as the landlord re-entered the 
house. | Ld 
His partner regarded him a moment with a took me 
of surprise on his face, i 
“You are acting ‘strangely,” he said. “T believe 


now that you gave that girl our address.” 


“Believe what you like,” was the sullen rene 


Oa ¢ 


Hf 


“Let’s eat our supper and eet out of here. I’m 


x 
tired.” 


aa) 


But the two peddlers did not rest eibity in “their ‘ 


“There’s a lot of papers and things in’ ‘sity valise 
said Blank, at length, “that. 


ait 


at the boarding-house,” 
we don’t want strangers to seé. I hase a ete 
mind to go back there and get it. 3 

“This is a nice time bf night to get folks up,” ie 
growled Rozencrans. Be 


“Can’t help it. I’m going.” rap 


“Then I’m going, too.” Fala tery viene 
vie 
ha 


As they were passing the Bank of Montreal, Blank. ied 


The two men were soon on the way to the house. 


Nee are being watched!” he exclaimed. 
the pillars of the bank. I believe he is piping us. Pe 
Let’s get out of this.” 

They hurried on, and soon ‘came in sight: of t 


house they sought. | 


At that moment one of the boarders came ne hrarty= 
ing sae i sree Syl its AR 


~e i 


é 
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“Hello!” he exclaimed, as he came up to where 


the two.men were standing; “you're in luck to- 
night.” 

“What's up?” demanded Blank, 

“Burglars.” 

“Where?” 

“Tn your room,” 
_ The darkness alone prevented the agitation of the 
two men from being observed. 


” 


“You see,” explained the boarder, “I went there 
to sleep to-night, and a little while ago I heard a 
noise at the door.” 

“Go on.” 
“T thought nothing of it, and finally went to sleep. 

The next I knew the rays of a dark lantern were 

‘flashed in my face.” 

“For Heaven’s sake, tell us what happened.” 


“Well, the burglar looked at me a moment, saw 


chat I was ready for him, and slid out of the door. 


: Chen I alarmed the house.” 


“How did he get in?” | 
“Walked right through the hall.” 
“Did he get anything?” 


a - “T don’t know. 


your stuff.” ‘ 


The boarder passed on, and the two men stood 


looking blankly into each other’s faces, . 


“Of course you know what that burglar wanted?” 


:) 
7 le 
“said Rozencrans, 


“Yes; it’ was ee Carter, or one of his men, and 


fe Wanted us.’ 
“Look! 


Blank ¢ gave one glance in the direction indicated, 


There's some one watching us again.” 


and. dashed away in the darkness, listening only to 


he sound of pursuing footsteps, 


You'd better go up and look over 
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CHAPTER VII. 


ONLY A LITTLE JOKE. 
“Wot you fellers drivin’ at?” 
“Hush!” 
“Yes; talk lower. Some one may be listening.” 
“Let em. listen.” 

“Tt ain't safe.” 

“If dey don’t hear more’n I do dey won’t hear 
much, tell you dat right here, cully.” 

The two peddlers were seated at a little table in a 
cheap restaurant. | 

Between them was a tough- peesing specimen a: 
the saloon rowdy class. 

He had evidently attempted to. improve his ap- 
pearance by a liberal use of soap and water. 

His hair lay remarkably slick on a villainously- 
shaped head, and his shabby clothing had been care- 
fully brushed, but the rowdy and the tough showed 
through all efforts at concealment. 

“You don’t look very prosperous.” 

Rozencrans glanced critically at the fellow’s at- 
tire as he spoke, and ended by nudging him in the 
ribs. 

“Naw,” was the reply. “Dis ain’t no i lap fer 
a gentleman to git a decent livin’ in,’ 

“Would you like to make a roll?” 

“Would. IP 
for a steady feed? 


Would I like something besides air 
Well, I should say so!” 
Before speaking, Rozencrans bent closer to the 
fellow, and looked around the small room, as though 
fearful of being overheard. 

The waiter had gone to the kitchen, and there was 
no one else in the place. 

“Well,” he said, slowly and significantly, “there’s 
a New York copper in the city who’s getting too 
gay.” } : 

The tough gave an uneasy start. 

“Who is it?” he demanded, 


rien 
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“We think it’s Nick Carter or one of his men.’ 
The fellow’s face fairly turned pale. 

“Who’s he after?” 

_ “Al of us, for all we know.” 

“T dunno what dey want me in New York for.” 

Rozencrans laughed. 

“Qh, come off, Dan Lynch,” he said. “We know 
all about that man being robbed and murdered in 
Central Park.” f 

Lynch dropped his knife and fork, and sprang to 
his feet with an oath,on his lips. 

“This ain’t no place to talk about private matters,” 
he said. 
t'ing you know. I ain’t no déead-soft mark. See?” 


a) 


“Tf we get a push in the face,” said Rozencrans, 


coolly, “you'll get a push toward New York.” 
“Well, you sing low, den. Wot do you want, any- 
way ?” Z 
“We want you to help get tid of the man we 
spoke ot” 
“You just git him in reach of dat, an’ Vl put him 


to sleep mighty quick.” 


Lynch slipped a heavy billy down his sleeve as he 


spoke. 
“Now you begin to; talk sense.” 
“Wot about de roll?” 


“T gtiess you want him out of the way just as 


badly as we do,” said Rozencrans. 


“Vou didn’t hunt 


He’s after you, an’ you want 


“No, you don’t,” said Lynch. 
me up to put me on. 
de help of an expert at putting such fellers to sleep. 
How much dol git?? | 

“A hundred.” 

“I'd git dat fer killin’ a cat in’ New York.” 


“But you are interested.” 


With an exclamation of disgust, gs arose from 


his chair and made for the: door. 
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“You fellers’ll gita push in de face de first 


. having been followed.. 


that’s the reason we put the price so low just now te 


“When you fellers git ready to talk eee 4d he x 
said, as he passed out, “you can look me up ag "in.” ie 
The two peddlers followed him out, and saw him” : 
stop at a saloon a short distance down the street, uh : 


“We must follow him,” said Rozencrans; “we can’t — 


afford to let him go away like that.” "eg ; 
Blank held back, me 
“Tm for dropping the whole thing and getting out. 2 


of town,” he said. 


“You're a fool,” was the reply. “We'll be: fol- e 


lowed wherever we go, and it may as well be settled = 
right here.” im a 

“Well, go and calf him out.” ae * 
Rozencrans entered the saloon, and soon. returned 


he 
with Lynch, who looked anything but annoyed at 


“We've been chased about the cbtetEF until we 


haven’t got much money,” said Rozencrans, “and 


“T’m broke,” 


it two hundred you can run him up ag’in me,’ 


growled Lynch, “an’ if you'll ma 
“T think we can do that.” 
SOW hem? | 
“To-night.” 
“Where?” 2 
. “Anywhere you say.” 
“When do I git de stuff?” ’ “9 
“We can fix that ess Be too.” 
“T want some now.” am 


Rozencrans -handed him ten dollars. 


“How you goin’ to bring him anywhere?” 
“It’s just this way,” said the other; “he - 
woman spy here in the city, and my friend h 
nashed on her.” ae 
Blank turned angrily tow ce his ‘conipani 
flushed ae es 
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“Qh, you needn’t look so black about it!” said 


_ Rozencrans, “it’s the truth and you know it.” 
“You'd better write a note to this woman and tell 
her Blank is in some trouble and wants to see her.” 
“She won't go.” 
_She’ll send Nick Carter— 


tt if it is Nick that is following ius.’ 


“Of course she won't. 
- “T hope it is,’ growled Lynch. 

“Got it in for him?” 

“You bet.” 

“Well, where shall we send him?” 

Oh, no!” 


ana <* 


*T won't do nothin’ to him. 


Rozencrans looked pleased. 


- 


“I'm glad you like your job,” he said. 
o | “Tf I git just one swipe at him dare won’t be no 
‘more Nick Carter. You hear me?” 

c “Where shall we send him?’ 

li, “He won’t git away from me ag’in. I'll cut him 


His nerve won’t count when E 


“Are you going crazy?” demanded the peddler. 


& vn - set him sailin’ round de moon. He'll 


“Come, talk sense!” 
~Lynch’s eyes glared wildly, and his huge hands 


Peet ant closed conv una 


w'll you. fix him? na 


You git him there, an’ I'll ds: ; 
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“We'll say in the note that he must call at nine 
o'clock. Will that do?” - 

"eg.’¢ Se ad, 

“Don't get full, now, and make.a muff of it.” | 

“I'll be all right.” 

The three worthies now parted, and the peddlers 
proceeded to hunt up a new boarding-house. 

Their baggage was still at the old place, but ay 
dare not go back there after it. 

They were getting very anxious. ’ 

There were many articles in their trunks which 
would, without doubt, fasten upon them the mur- F 
der of poor Jacob Marks. 

Their only hope of safety seemed to lie in the 
killing of the man who was following them so per- 
sistently. : 

“Say, Charley,” said Blank, as they walked along, 
“what do you think has become of Chick?” > | 

“I guess that blow killed him.” 

Blank sighed. 

“He wasn’t dead when I saw him last,” continued 
Charley; “but he was bleeding to death mighty fast. 
I think the horse’s feet must have struck him when 
he fell off.” . | 

“Where did. that country boy who went to town 
for us go to so fast? He just sneaked off, me never 
came back for his pay.” ' 

“T can’t imagine. He couldn’t have got into: that 
hole and found Chick, could he?” 

BA EN yl Adee mL yg 

The peddlers wrote ihe note, and sent it to the of 
fice of the merchant to be delivered to the girl, and - 
then waited impatiently for the day to close. 

They had every confidence in the ability of the 
tough to finish the detective. eae 

They had known him welt in New York, and knew 
him to be a nervy as well aga. desperate. villain. i 
In the meantime the man of whom hey, wel ee 
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pecting so much was: sitting in the saloon he had 
given them the address of, filling up with poor 
whisky. 

“T’ve got a little joke to play on a feller here to- 


night,’ he explained to the proprietor, “an’ I want 
dat room upstairs.” 3 
“Do you mean the one with the private stairway ?” 

“Course.” 

«Well, you can’t have it. I ain’t going to have 
any of your little jokes played in my house.” 

The two men conferred together in whispers for 
some time, and then the landlord seemed to con- 
sent to the tough’s proposition. 
out VOU do that to Nick Carter,” he said, “and the 
boys will buy you all the diamonds you can carry.” 

This conversation took place just before dark. 

As they sat there together in the barroom a young 
girl, with an‘exceedingly dirty face anda mass of 
uncombed hair, came dancing in. 

“Fill de growler,’” she said, ee ag pail on the 
bar. . 

“You'd better saw off,” ‘said the landlord, filling 
the pail. ‘“You.said you didn’t drink.” 
The girl made a wry face, and darted out. 

“Where'd you get her?’ asked Lynch. 

“Wife hired her this afternoon. Have to let her 
go, I guess.” 

At half-past eight Lynch entered the room he had 
engaged. | 

Placing the light ona stand, he proceeded to make 
a close examination of the floor in the center of the 
room. | | : ; . 


He Sanity found be place he“sought, and, press- 


is ing on it with his foot, a large section of-the floor fell 


ee oe that it was sein Be on pages 
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his foot had sought the spring a few moments © 


ive as he realized what had happened. 


x 
Leading pe the room was a long, ‘dark slide, 
from the bottom of which came the sound of run 
ning water. zis ; 

“When Nick Carter gets a bump on de tend a 
falls down dare,” he thought, “dare won’t be no 
more Nick Carter.” ; / oe 


He drew the floor up in its place again, and sat} 


down to wait. 
As he did so, a light step passed along the hall- | 
way outside and paused at his door. f | 
He shouted “Come in!” in answer to a low (emen 
and, stepping behind the door, raised his billy high| 
in the air. é ee 
_ The blow descended as a man-turned the knob. 
and steppéd into the place, but the billy shes aim | 
lessly through the air. aia 
The newcomer, evidently prepared for the blow, 
had dodged away. ° D 
Before Lynch could recover himself he received ¢ 
blow on the temple which fairly lifted him from | 
feet. 


He fell on the trapdoor at the exact place wh 


fore. 
The spring yielded, and he realized that fev 
falling into the trap prepared ee the detective. 
Before he could reach ot a hand to save hi 
self, or ithe a cry, the foul waters of the nig 


trunk sewer below closed’ over him. 


‘A look of horror came to the face of the det 


He was in no position, however, to waste sae 
ide regrets. . : 3 
a spas pene that his own sdeatte isa x 


| 


{ 


map out some plan of action. 


| 
| 
' 
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‘planned, and knew that the accomplices of the tough * 


might enter the room at any moment. 

After some delay, he discovered the means by 
which the trapdoor was restored to its former place. 

This accomplished, he sat down to wait, and to 
y 

For once in his life Nick Carter was sorely puz- 
“aled. 

While he waited he heard the sound of hurrying 
feet below. ; 

The next moment a piercing scream was heard. 

He sprang to his feet, and opened the door. 

There was no doubt now as to what was going on 


downstairs. 


_ The voice he heard was the voice of his girl as- 


j 


| Pickart Nell, who had given him the note she had 


teceivéd, and warned him to beware of a trap. 
- He knew she was in the house, but he could not 


understand how she could be in trouble. 


A LOSING GAME. 


‘ 


The two peddlers were too anxious, to remain in 


their new boarding-house very long. | 


They walked about the streets until nearly nine 


- after nine o’clock, and. etic Rozencrans,, thoroughly 


_ o'clock, and then sought the vicinity of the place 


named in the decoy letter, .w hich’was intended to 


lure Nick Carter to his death. 


Pe Mood t ina dark stairw ay, not far away, until 


~ disguised, as he thought, in false chin whiskers and 


‘wig, ventured into the barroom. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
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He was not acquainted in the place, and Lynch 
was nowhere in sight. . 

As he sat there waiting, with a glass of best on the 
table before him, a shabbily-dresed girl stepped:into 
the room. 

He knew that he had seen her oe but he 
could not tell where. 

He watched her closely for a moment, and then 
his heart almost stopped beating with fear as he re- 


membered where he had seen that face before. 


In spite of the red hair, and the freckles, with 
which her face was covered, he recognized her as the 
girl he had seen Blank talking with at the supply 


merchant’s place of business. 


She was the girl who had caused them to be fol- 


lowed to their old boarding-house. 
What was she doing there? 
She seemed waiting about the barroom for some- 
thing. f 
The proprietor was busy waiting on customers, 


and did not seem to notice her. 

He thought, too, that the proprietor seemed nery- 
ous and uneasy. 

. During a lull in the business, he stepped up to the ° 
bar. 

“Do you know whether Dan Lynch has been in 
here to-night?” he asked, in a low tone. 

“Don’t know him.” aK 

Rozencrans then remembered that Lynch was go- 
ing under an assumed name iin Montreal. } 
What that name was he did not know. 
“Well,” said the peddler, “he was to meet some 


one here to- -night- —upstairs.” ~ 
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The landlord started, and an ugly look came into 
his face. 

“What do you know about it?” he demanded. 

“He is working for me.’ 

The landlord started sway: 

“I don’t know anything about it,’ he said. 

“Stop,” said the peddler. “Is the man who en- 
gaged that room, up there now?” : 

The landlord scowled and did not answer. 

“Tt is important,” continued the peddler, “because 

there is a spy in the house.” 3 

“The landlord beckoned him into a back room. 

. “Yes,” he said, when they were alone, “he is up 
; there now, and a stranger went up to see him just a 

few minutes ago. Now, what is it about this spy?” 

“T beliéve that girl out there to. be one of Nick 

Carter’s assistants. How. long has she been here?” 
| “Came this afternoon.” . 
“Well, she’s disguised. Get close’ to her, and 
snatch off that wig. ‘Then we can see what she looks 


> like.” 


iy: 
4 


the front room. Fs pee 
— “PI do it,” he said, “and if she is a spy, Pil——” 
He did not finish the senterice, 


_. As he stepped into the front room, two men en- | 


_tered from the street. | ite aay eh 
One was Blank, looking more anxious than ever, 
_and one was evidently a young tough. 


His clothes were dirty and ragged, and he walked 


r with | the swagger affected by certain youths on the - 


Bowery. 
‘They both ordered re and the young oui re- 
mae ies ae the bli y 
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sf girl came running out, closely followed by the land- 


‘by the arm, and held her back. 


The landlord arose with an oath, and Started for." 


with his right, barely missing the young: man’ cy 


shoulder, and pointed at his face. 


“whether Chick got out of that place a tS 


The girl stood at the end of the bar cleaning some 
bright work. “ee ae: 
The landlord motioned her to step into the back : 
room, and followed her in. 


The Her moment a scream was heard, and 


hand. | & 
One glance at the girl's head was enought to she 

where he had obtained it, 
The girl started for the stairway ieading to. 


rooms above, but the landlord caught her roug 


“Tell me what this means?” he demanded. i 
“Let de kid alone, you!” 
The speaker was the young tough. 


Ane Ba Ke man bi wt no attention to ie ret r 


to come the sneak se in my ae Me 
As he spoke, he raised his hand to strike the 
The young man caught his arm. 
“Tf you do: that, he said, “I'll punch you ie 
Without Saying a word, the landlord stra 


Then he released his hold on the girl, and 


for the young man who had interfered. 
vt) Ee girl did not leave aie room, but. ‘Te 


standing at the foot. of the stairs. ae Padi cen 


“We have been wondering,” he 


2 Megs 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


at that fellow’s face, and tell me what you think 
about it, now.” . 
pe! The landlord reached for the seeming tough’s col- 
lar, as if to fire him out of the place, but he received 
a heavy blow under the ear and fell to the floor. 
The young man turned toward the stairs, but, with 
_ acy to each other not to let him go there, and not 
_ to let him escape, both peddlers sprang upon him. 
One of them went down under a blow, which car- 
ried all the strength of the young man’s arm and all 
the weight of his body, and lay upon the floor, appar- 
ently unconscious. 
, Again the young man turned toward the stairs, 


“but Rozencrans and the landlord were upon him. 


es gages wena 


They closed with him, and threw him to the floor. 


y 


The landlord stood over him with the ice-shaver 


in his hand, ready to strike, when the girl sprang for- 


\ ward with a scream which rang through the house. 
coer here came from the stairway the sound of hur- 
, one feet, and the landlord looked relieved. 
He fully expected to see Lynch rushing down to 

— his assistance. 

But the man who sprang into the room was Nick 
Carter. 
* Paying no attention to the landlord, Nick sprang 
= upon Rozehcranz, forced him to the floor, and pro- 


a ceeded to handcuff him. 


While performing the same service for Blank, he 


heard the voice of Nell again, this time hard and 


cool. 


“Tf you move a muscle,” the voice said, “I'll 
Shoot.” 


: we ee 
_ The two peddlers were now secure, and Nick 


turned about. 
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“T. guess you hadn’t better move, landlord,’ he 
said, calmly. “T rather think the girl will shoot.” 


“T have been attacked in my own house,” he grum- 


pin ; 
bled, slinking behind the bar. “I'd like to know 


what it all means.” 

“It means,” replied Nick, “that these men are un- 
der arrest for the murder of a fellow-peddler in 
Pennsylvania, and it means that you will find Dan 
Lynch down in the sewer, where you expected to 
have me long before this. Call in some officers, 
Nell, while I shake hands with the long-lost Chick.” 

It-may well be imagined that the greeting between 
the two detectives was a warm one,for they had not 


met before since that day in Wisconsin. 


A couple of Canadian officers were soon in the 


“place, and the two murderers were sent away to 


police headquarters. 
After a chase of thousands of miles, the murder- 
ers of poor Jacob Marks were at last in custody. 
“And now, young man,” said Nick, with a smile, 
as the two detectives and the girl sat in the’ hotel 
parlor, “you may as well explain why you quit me in 
Wisconsin, and how you got here.” , 


“T didn’t report in Wisconsin,” said Chick, with a 


grin, “becausé one of the peddlers knocked me off 


the horse, and left me for dead in a hole in the 
ground,” 

“But why didn’t you let us hear from you when 
you got out? I got put from under a haystack that 
fell down on me, by way of a hole in the floor, and 
went off thinking, of course, that you would turn up 
somewhere,” | hie is 


eae | heard about that haystack falling” down on 


\ 
\ 


mf ire, Vat ' ae en 
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you,” laughed Chick, “and it is a-good thing you 
didn’t try to get out in the usual way, for they waited 
around there some time to shoot you, if you should 
stick your nose out. ‘And, by the way, it didn’t fall 
down. It was pushed down by a country tout they 
had hired; and who is still scared half to death. over 
the affair.”’ 

“But why didn’t you let me hear from you?” 

“Well, I wasn’t in any shape to write, being un- 
conscious from that bang on the head. You see, the 
young man who receipted for the goods was the 


chap»who found me, and‘he took me honte and did 


not dare say a word, because he had been helping | - 


the murderers get their goods and hide them, and he 
was afraid he would be arrested. They used me so 
well that when I got better I slid out without saying 
‘anything about it. I suppose those Wisconsin of- 
ficers are looking for me yet.” 

“T should have been out there myself in about 
» said Nick. 


you had been badly injured. Why didn’t you tele- 


twenty-four hours,’ “T thought. sure 
gtaph before you came here?” 

“Because I wanted to see this case through, and T 
ang -you wouldn't let-me come, Nell being 

here,’ , 
| . But how i in the Old Scratch did sia 1 find your WAY, 
to that den of thieves?” 

Chick laughed. 

“Well, ” he said, “] ‘began to look up the peddler 
supply stores yesterday, and found Nell. She didn’t 
know it, but I followed her here.” 
DATES 2 good thing you did,” ” said. Nick. 


“Other- 


wise we might, not have captured those® men to- 


cael on WEEKLY. 


, 


found you,” said Chick; “but I never have any luck 
that way.” : 

“They’te a desperate pair,” replied Nick, “and 
don’t know as we ever should have found them 


Blank hadn’t got mashed on Nell.” 


got out of there stn T tell you. Then I pe 
darkness,” Pi iets Pegs Hi 
said Chick, ‘after i 
a Nel 


“You're a “lueky man,’ 
been told all about the decoy letter. 
little he ick,” : * a 


Sel 


decwist: he ever iaudled 
. ‘ f ; 


THe END. 


dye 


“Next week's: ‘issue eve 294) will Rare 


; On the fast lap, boys. 
4 Contest drawing toward a close. 
\ Remember the prizes we offer. 
Look on page 31 if you don’t. 


Pat’s Application for a Position. 
(By Kenneth Gaynor, Wash.) 


A bookseller in Cleveland advertised for a porter. A 
_ big, muscular Irishman walked into the shop, and glanced 
around. Finally his eye rested on a big sign over a table 
of books: 
“Dickens’ works all this week for $3.’ 
. The Irishman read it thoughtfully, and then edged to- 
ward the door. The floor-walker asked pleasantly if 
_ there was something he wanted, and the applicant re- 
~ marked, with,a backward glance toward the sign: 
“Oi come in t’ git th’ job, but Oi’ll not care for it. 
Dickens. kin worruk all th’ week f’r three dollars if he 
wants to. Oi'll not. Ye'd better kape him.” 
And the visitor strode vigorously out. 
t 


Painting the Town Red. 
(By Oliver Jacobson, Wis.) 


The boys whom I am going to write about are two 
jolly, freckle-faced, innocent little darlings by the names 

' of Sweet-Faced Sam and Jolly Jerry. 

~  “Ffello, Sam; what are you doing to-day?” asked Jerry. 
_ “Nawthin’,” said Sam, with an expression like an angle 
worm’s, a 

“What do you say to painting the town red to-night? 

‘You know, it’s the Fourth to-morrow,” said Jerry. 

“All right,” answered Sam. . 

“Meet me at the corners,” Jerry cried as they parted. 

That night two boys might have been seen at the cor- 

_ ners in Racine. 


“Js everything all right?” Sam asked. 


“Sure,” answered Jerry. ; 
They first went and got a Chinaman’s laundry sign, 
bs nd put it over a hotel. They changed the signs every- 


here. Then they went to a church and started to ring 
ie bell, and everybody was awakened. That night a 
traveler rode into town. He saw the hotel sign on the 
-Chinaman’s store, and pounded on the door. The China- 
‘man was at length awakened. He went out to see who 
as pounding. 
hhatee you doe that for?” he asked. 


< 


your papa come in?” 


“You blamed old cuss, why don’t you open when a 
feller pounds on de door?” the man asked. 

“For what you poundee on de door?” the Chinaman 
asked. 

“May I be tickled by a mosquito bite if you ain't the 
blamedest cuss. I ever saw. Keep a hotel and then ask 
for what I pounded on the door. Why, you measly little 
monkey, do you really suppose that I am going to stand 
here all night? You think you kin fool me by being 
dressed like a Chinaman! Reminds me of a poem I once 
learned— 


““You measly little monkey, 
_ Do you really suppose 
That for a Chinaman you pass 
By wearing Chinese clothes? 
Tf so, you’re much mistaken, 
My puny little friend, | 
For no tailor in creation 
Your insignificance could mend.’ ” 


With, that the stranger left. The boys had been 
silent listeners, and when he left they rolled over and 
laughed and laughed. 


‘ 


Where Papa Came In. 
(By Sam. Hartman, N. Y.) 


“Whom do you love best?” asked a visitor of my sister 
Lilian, three and a half years old. 
' “Mamma,” said the little one; “God next, and then my 
sister and brothers.” — 

Noticing that she said nothing about her father, the 
visitor said: 

“Why, Lilian, I am surprised at you! Where doés 
Lilian raised her large eyes and innocently answered: 
“Papa—why, papa comes in through the door.” 


Why He Resigned. 
(By Wm. L, Hull, N.Y.) 


There was a janitor of a city school who threw up his 
job one day, and when asked by a friend what the 
trouble was, said: Rai pee 
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“Well, it’s this: I’m honest, and I won't stand being 
‘slurred. If I ever found a pencil or anything else in the 
school when I was sweepin’ out, I always gave it to the 
principal, but, just the same, the teachers or some one 
that’s too mean to face me give me the slur.” 

“Tn what way?” asked a friend. 

“Well, just this: A little while ago I saw written on 
the board, ‘Find the common multiple.’ Well, I didn’t 
say a word, but I searched from garret to cellar, and I 
couldn’t find the darn thing. Well, again, last night it 
said, ‘Find the common divisor.’ ‘Well,’ I says to myself, 
‘both them darn things be lost now, and I'll get blamed fer 
swipin’ ’em, so I’ll quit.’” 


_He Was Honest. 
By I. Sapolsky, N. Y.° 
“Yes, sir,” said Farmer Cornsstel, “if there’s anything 
I do like an’ admire, it’s an honest man. An’ that's why 
I’m so proud of our new neighbor down the road a piece, 
Ef ever there was an honest man he’s one.’ 
“Are you sure he’s honest?” 
Cert’ inly. One of those frank, generous kind.” 
“How do you know?” 
“T traded hosses with him day before yesterday, an’ 
reckon I got sixty dollars the best of him.” 


Where the Miracle Came In. 
By: Oliver; Noach, Ariz. 


“Well, Uncle Rasburry, how did you like the sermon?” 

“Tt war a pow ful sermon, Mars John,” 

“What was it about?”. 

“Tt war ‘bout de mir’cle of seven thousand loaves and 
five thousand fishes bein’ fed to the twelve "Postles”” | 

“Seven thousand loaves and five thousand fishes being 
fed to the twelve Apostles? But where does the miracle 
come in?” 

Uncle Rasburry scratched his head: a Yew -moments 
‘edith tively. Then he replied : 

“Well, Marse John, de mir’cle, ’cordin’ toimy preception 
of de circumstances, is‘dat dey all didn’t bust.” » 


Bad Luck. 
? “By Harry Farmer, Victoria, Australia. ; ; 


Pat had been out shooting, and was returning home 
when he was met by a friend. 
‘ “Well, Pat, have you been successful?” he asked. 
“Shure,” said Pat. “The only burrd I shot was a rab- 
bit; and Oi knocked him down with a stick.” 


¥ 


A Swimming Experience. 
é By H. M. Gilstein, Mass. 


One day during vacation, I, with some other fellows, 
went for a swim. 
eral places to swim in, but they are not deep enough, so 
we go toa wharf, where there is a channel and there we 
enjoy ourselves.’ 
‘We were seeing who would be in the water first, and 1 
et got undressed’ and rynning to the end of ee wharf, ol 


Py Nal | 


Tn the place where | live we have sev-. 


then B and C, on down the alphabet.” _ 
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jumped in. Swimming around a little, I began to feel 
a trifle ill, and before I could_swim to the wharf, I went 
down. I "stayed under the water until it almost seemed a 
lifetime, and I was choking for breath and thinking that! 
I would drown, when I came up, only to catch my breath 
a trifle and go down again. Again I choked and got 
mouthfuls of water, and when I came up I saw that Iwas 
near a log. I held on to the log until I felt better, and 
swimming over to the wharf, I dressed and, without say-’ 
ing anything to anybody, I went home. 


: | “Two Ways.” s 
By Morris Wartelsky, Pa. oe 


An Irishman and a Frenchman were disputing over the 
nationality of a friend of theirs. 
“T say,” said the Frenchman, “that if he was born in 
France, he is a Frenchman.” 
“Begorra,” said Pat, “if a cat should have kittens i in the) 
oven, would you call them biscuits ?” 


A Cinch. 
By W. H. Walton, Texas. 


One Irishman had been in America a long while, and 
when he met his brother at the dock, the following con: 
versation took place: 

Pat: “Faith and begaber, Mike, you have come to a 
good country. You make good wages and have to do n 
work.” F es. 

Mike: “How is that?” | ‘am 

Pat: ‘Well, all you do is to pack the bricks up on top 
of a five-story building, and the mar up there does all th 
work.” 


The Best Way., 
By Rose Oliver, Pa. 


‘Chimmy and Johnny were walking together, one d 
when Chimmy exclaimed : 

“Say, Johnny, wot’s der best way ter teach a girl 
swim?” 

“Well,” said Johnny, in a wise’ manner. - eBinste: 1 
take her gently by the hand, lead her gently to the “ 
put your arm gently round her waist and ve ) 

“Oh, cut. it out!” said Chimmy, disouctedaer “1 
“Push her off the doe 


sister.” 
“Oh!” said Johnny, carlessly. 


Why He Changed His Name. eS 
By Albert Newton, ‘W. Va. 


We had been filling engagements through Ohi 
Kentucky with the “Crawford Stock Company.” 
For three weeks our money had been held bac! 
decided to go to the manager and ask for back sa 
We were playing to large houses at the time, 
told us he would pay:the following Sunday mo 
When Panay ee came he called us 
and said: Resi 
“Now, ihe af 
First, all names coichietiig with A will ge 
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Zeller, the slack wire performer, didn’t like this form 
ef paying, as the money was gone before it reached his 
name, and he quit the show and joined a street fair. 

A short time after that I met him in a small town in In- 
diana. Stopping him, I started to shake hands with him, 
saying : 

“Why, hello Zeller, old boy——” but before I finished, 
he said: 

“Zeller h——, my name is Ajax.” 


And He Lost His Job. 
By Rose Oliver, Pa. 


_. A young man applied for a position one day in a store 
which was owned by a wealthy old gentleman. 

“Well, sir, what can I do for you?” he asked. 

“TI have called to see about that position, sir,” replied 
the young man. 

“Have you any recommendations?” was the question 

next asked him. 

_ “No, sir, but I have plenty of that which is on the sign 

on this side of your door, sir. I have lots of push.” 

_ “Well, young man,” responded the old gentleman, se- 

yerely, as he turned back to his desk, “it would pay you 
1 pag to have what is on the other side—a pull.” 

{ 


Two From the Cream City. 
? By Frank Merrill, Milwaukee, Wis, a 
}. 
I. 
_ A certain American “nigger,” being brought before the 
judge for drunkenness, was asked; 
| “You again, eh?” 
1, “Yes, sah!’ 
“What brought you here?” 
“Two policemen, sah.” 
“Drunk, I suppose?” 
“Yes, sah; both of them, sah.” 
| “Ten dollars or ten days,” é 
“Thank you, sah; I’ll take the ten dollars, sah.” 
J: II. 

A Milwaukee lad received a kodak as a birthday pres- 
i¢nt, and on the first day used up all his films. Not know- 
rg as yet how to develop his own pictures, he took them 
© a photographer. 

i A few days later he got them, but on opening the pack- 
ge at home, he saw films which he thought were not his 
“swn, He hurried back to the photographer and, rushing 
Pp to him, spluttered ; 

| “Them ain’t my flims. Nobody in our family had on a 
lack shirt, and we ain't got no ‘nigger’ at our house, 


ither.” 


ms by the word “flims,” he proceeded to explain that 
vWhite objects in photographs are black on plates or 
ms. And the boy had his first lesson in photography. 
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_After the photographer found out that the boy meant : 
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50 Prizes = 50 Prizes 


There is a good chance for every 
boy in ournew . . 


Funny Story Contest 


: 7QU ALL KNOW what rattling funny stories we 
printed in the recent contests. We are following 
them with another of the same kind. You have 

just as good a chance in this contest as any other 
boy in America, whether you entered the other contest or 
not. We want 


More Funny Stories 


Think of the funniest story of which you have ever 
heard, or the best joke. Write it out and send it to us— 
then look out for funny stories. We are publishing in this 
contest some of the best side-splitters that ever came out 
of the joke factory. Remember the prizes we are offering. 
In this contest there are : 


Fifty New Prizes 
FIVE FIRST PRIZES cova in tne ave fan. 


niest stories will each receive TEN BOOKS from the list 
given in No. 280. The list includes some of the best de- 
tective stories, tales of adventure, and most interesting 
boys’ stories ever written. > 
The ten boys who 


TEN SECOND PRIZES ora the next 


funniest stories will each receive any FOUR BOOKS they 
may select in the list in No. 280. 
The fifteen 


FIFTEEN THIRD PRIZES 5 \.\0n0. 


send us the next funniest stories will each receive any 
THREE BOOKS they may select in the listin No, 280. The 
twenty boys who send in next funniest stories will receive ¢ 
any TWO BOOKS they may select in the list in No, 280, 


HERE ARE THE DIRECTIONS 


This contest will close September 1st. Remember, whether 
our story wins a prize or not, it stands a good chance of being pub- 
fished, together with your name. 

To become a contestant for these prizes zn must cut out the 
Prize Contest Coupon printed herewith, fiill it out areren , and 
mail it to NICK CARTER WEEKLY, care of Street & Smith, 238 William 
St., New York City, together with your story. No story will be 
considered that does not have this coupon accompanying it, 
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NICK CARTER WEEKLY PRIZE CONTEST No. 3. 


DRO SY Fas a eaten nies Oe alc ales Rea aivlantee kart Saad ela nes oe 
Siebel RHE INURIDOR. «2 Mic ipo SILER aes da wel toca a eves cae 
Clb BE TOW Sno are agin stars seitelee ais Canics eiieae oe 


State.......3.. pis ' 'wae'e swig itis agg emis Walgh ath dele vee pea cemcie 


Title Of StOPY.......ccccccceneseusece ATU Meek 
VOW OCSCCECBEEEEE 


‘NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


(LARGE SIZE.) 
‘The Best Detective Stories in the World. | 
: 


ee 


261—Nick Carter on the Track of a Gentleman Burglar: or, Robbing a Thief. 

262—Nick Carter Attacked; or, The Desperate Piot on the Detective’s Life. 

263—Nick Carter on the Trail of the River Pirates; or, The Dangerous Work on the River : 
Front. 

264—Nick Carter and the King of the Tramp Thieves; or, Patsy’s Lone Hand Against ne 
Hoboes. 

26s—Nick Carter and the Man in the Cask; or, Patsy’s Terrible Predicament. 

266—Nick Carter and the Shoplifters; or, The Automobile Clew. fe 

267—Nick Carter’s Ocean Chase; or, The Missing Crown Diamond. | 

268—Nick Carter and the Broken Dagger; or, The Black Man from Borneo. 

269—Nick Carter’s Advertisement; 01, A New Way to Catch a Criminal. 


270—Nick Carter and the Nihilists; or, The Mine Under the Grand Duke’s Palace. i 

271—Nick Carter in the Convict Gang; or, Ida Jones to the Rescue. — “| 

272——Nick, Carter and the Guilty Governor; or, The American Detéctive and the Russian 7 
Officer. 


273—Nick Carter in Canada; or, Showing the Way to a Treacherous Guide, | 
274—Nick Carter and the Smugglers; or, Thief-Catching on the Bordet. 
275—Nick Carter’s Enemy; or, Bringing a Murderer to the Gallows. 


276—Nick Carter’s Land Office; or, Outwitting a Clever Swindler. 4 
277——Nick Carter and the Professor; or, Solving a Scientific Problem. : ; 
278—Nick Carter as a Mill Hand; or, The Fall River Murder Mystery Revealed. 5 


279— Nick Carter and the Kidnaped Heiress; or, The Recovery of a Great RESCH, 
280—Nick Carter Strikes Oil; or, Uncovering More Than a Murderer. 

281—Nick Carter’s Hunt for a Treasure; or, A Fight for Life with a Mysterious Foe. ie 
282—Nick Carter and, the Highbinders; or, The Great Chinese Mystery. ; 1 Sea 
283—Nick Carter Facing the Mob; or, Smashing the Red League. - fs a 
284-—Nick Carter -nd the Thirteen Club; or, Trailing a Triple Murders et, 

28s—Nick, Carter’s Chinese Puzzle; or, Patsy’s Little Game. 
286—Nick Carter’s Pullman Plot; or, Following a Chance Clew. 
287—Nick Car ter’s Wedding Gift; or, Landing an Old Offender. 
288—Nick Carter’s Expert Exposure; or, Downing the Freight Thieves. 
289—Nick Carter and the Bank Draft Raiser; or, Catching a Slippery Criminal. 
290—Nick Carter’s Quick Decision; or, A Strange Weapon for a Murderer. 
291—Nick Carter and the Snake Brooch; or, Making a Startling Discovery. 
292—Nick Carter’s Note of W arning ; or, The Murder of the Empress. 
293—Nick Carter's Ghastly Find; or, Sleuthing in the Dutch Mountains. 
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All of the above numbers always on hand. If you cannot get them from your neveo ee five } 
cents a copy will bring them to you by mail, postpaid. re a 
STREET & SMITH, PusiisHers, 298 William St., New oe a 
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A SERIES OF BOO 


Edward S. Ellis 
Horatio Alger, Jr 
James: Otis. 
Matthew White, Je 
Arthur M. Winfield 
- George Manville Fenn 
Capt. Ralph Boneh 
Win. Co ie 


published in this! series only, The books are bound in Sloth in 
illuminated. cover designs, and equal in every respect. to the a 
high-priced works. Price, 75 cents each. For sale at all firs 
book stores. Catalogue on application to the Publ ishers, a oh 


| STREET & SMITH, 238 Wiliam Street, 


